T

w

THE EXNGLISH GIRL.
W. 8. Glibert in “Utopla.”
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XV.

IN THE STUDIO.

Copyripht; 1393: By The Tribune Asgoefation

Mrs. Gerry remained silent before the casecl.
She appeared to be looking at the picture reso-
lutely. But she knew that it would be difficult
to withdraw her eyes from it. She was afraid.
Into her strong nature had penetrated a
strange fear of which she could not yet divest
Perself. It seemed *o her like a miracle that a
stranger had been able to dive into her daugh-
ter's nature, and then to put that nature upon
canvas,

Mrs. Bradford must be possessed of wonder-
ful gifts. What Mrs, Gerry would have hidden
from all the world this woman's mind had
openly displayed. But what a drawing, holding
power the picture had! How innocent it looked!
And yet there was a hint of possibilities in ‘it
Mra. Gerry had an impulse to shield Salome from
something which the portrait suggested.

“] am very sorry this has been done" she
sald, with an earnestness that had something
of austerity in it.

“You must blame me,” Mrs. Bradford has-
tened to say. "1 asked permission, and Mrs
Moore was so kind as to grant it. I wish you
would not feel badly about it. You see the
child looked so happy; It was so lovely to meet
such a person! Do you think I did wrong?"
and Mrs. Bradford could not help adding, “and
do you really think I have succeeded?”

“Succeeded? Oh, yes. 1 wish you had not.
1 wish you had not thought of this thing. I—
1 can't get over it." .
~ Mrs. Gerry, with marked deciston of manner,
med away from the easel, and sat down

her back to it. She folded her hands in her
lap, and looked straight ahead of her. She was
glready thinking that she had said too much,
that she had displayed too much feeling.

Her hostess remained for & moment by the
picture, but she glanced at the woman sitting
there. Mre. Bradford was asking herself why
she was so unusually interested. Perhaps it
was partly because her own girthood was
strongly recalled by something in Mrs. Gerry's
aspect and manner. The low-celled’ rooms, the
flelds, the hills, the sky, the dear desolation of
the eountry in fall ané winter, all came back
to the artist’s memory with a distinetness which
made her heart beat more swiftly.

Bhe was not givgn to too much demonstration,
but just now she was tempted to go to Mrs
QGerry, to kneel by her side and put her arms
about her. She was dimly aware that there
must be something stirring and dramatic in the
history of that girl whose portrait she had just
painted. S8he wondered if she should ever know
that history. It did not appear, however, that
Mrs. Moore knaw much of the world, or had
passed through many diffcrent experiences;
there was a touching freshness in the face,
and the outlook of that face,

What was it?

Impelled by an increasing interest, Mrs. Brad-
ford, rather wondering at herself, crossed the
floor to Mrs. Gerry's side and placed her hand
on the woman's shoulder.

“Don't be so troubled!” she sald softly.

Mrs. Gerry looked up quickly. The sympathy
and the trustworthiness In the face bending
down to her geemed to weaken her, as one ap-
pears 19 weaken when a tension is relaxed. But
ghe tried instantly to brace herself again,

*“I guess, perhaps, I'm one that borrows trou-
ble,” she said. “I don't know why I should
feel like talking some to you, when you are a
stranger, I haven't been quite well for a week
or two, and I've slept poorly and dreamed so
.mur:h. That's why I declded to come in and see
Balome, 1 began to worry about her more than
eommon. But thls must be very uninteresting
to you."

Mrs, Gerry opened a lttle bag she earried,
drew her handkarchief from it and wiped her
Nps carefully, keeping the handkerchief in its
fold.

“On the contrary,” responded Mrs. Bradford
emphatically, “it 18 very interesting to me.
And don't you know one {8 often tempted to
speak freely to a stranger who ig in sympathy ?"

“Yes," said Mrs. Gerry, looking up, “that
must be s0."

She said nothing more, though her campanion
walted expectantly for a moment. Then Mrs.
Bradford spoke again.

“I cannot Imagine why you should worry
about your daughter, unless it be that too much
happiness always makes one anxious,”

Mrs, Gerry put her hands, in their black kid
m\'es.l over the little bag. There was some
wistfulness in her eyes
Mrs. Bradford. TSR S Talsed Ty, W

“lI don't know what it is" she said, in
back to a former thought, “that m.kp:omz
want to talk with you. I don't have anybody
to talk to, anyway. I nev e

s er thought 1 was one
of the kind that confided much in folks.”

A sudden pang came to the heart of the
younger woman. Bhe could not speak immed!-
ately. But In a moment she sald:

“Do you care to have me tell you that T am
sure it i= safe, as =afe as for you to tell your-
self, to talk to me, If you feel to do so?"

The speaker was consclous of a certain elec-
tric stir in the mental atmosphere that sur-
rounded them. The other did not speak for a
tme, and Mrs. Bradford kept silence, She
drew a chair near and sat down. She had a
wish to be close to her guest. Curiously, the
years between her own lfe in the country and
the present time seemed to roll away, leaving
_Inr a girl at the farmhouse, with her heart full
of eager, unformed ambitions and enthusiasms.

“l want to ask you," now sald Mrs. Gerry, “if
‘my daughter has talked much of herself to vou,
‘Bhe s rather strange about that: lomellmn.uhe
Is 80 frank that she frightens me. She doesn't
#ee things as I do. I've been afraid that I
didn't bring her up right. Has she talked
‘much to you about herself, I mean?”

.‘uu.“

The mother was visibly relieved,

_ “She has—well, she har pecullar ideas’ she
gald after a little silence. Then with some

0 ptness, “Mrs, Bradford, how much do you
in heredity 7"

~ The other did not reply immediately.™ She
" hardly knew what to say. She saw that the
was of Intense interest to her com-
, At last she answersd rather unsatis-
) y that she believed a great deal In it

 “Ryt, of course,” sald Mra. Gerry quickly, "1
suppose you don't think anything short of in-
ganity can take away our responsibility? We
‘gre put here to choose, you know. We choose
as we pleage; and we have to suffer the
uences, » One cholce often changes our
puts us in another road, you know. 1
you'll excuse me, but I've thought and
ought until sometimes it almost seems as if

I couldn't think any more, Only 1 keep

right on,”

“You ought not to be so much plone” sald
Mrs. Bradford. And then she continued rather
hurriedly, “You are worried because your
daughter inherits something you don't like
from some ancestor of whom you do not ap-
prove. Yes, T understand, And you think if
you had brought her up right you might have
eradicated some tendencies, Now I'm sure you
brought her up right, 8o far as faith and honor
and integrity are concerned. I'm sure of it.
But she has some strain of—of, what shall T
call it?—the troples, the laxness which goes
with that strain sometimes. You couldn't erad-
feate that, and you don't understand that any

more than you understand Greek, But there
ft is. And it's mixed up with the New-England
I'm frank—I

part of her nature. And, you see,
think the Southern warmth and glow, and may
1 say consclenceless part of her, are fast getting
the supremacy.

“Don't think she has talked to me, but T have
watched her face with an {nterest ®o keen that
1 cannot describe It to you. If you sometimes
painted portralts, Mrs, Gerry, you would know
how much may be learngd from the study of
a face, And let me tell you that 1 cannot im-
agine kow any one can be with your daughter
without loving her. 8he has, in a phenome-
nal degree, that utterly mysterious something
which wins love. It I8 something that is not
dependent upon character, and which nobody
Fas yet been able {o analyze. People put names
to the quality, but the names amount to
nothing.

“Am 1 giving you quite a lecture, Mrs. Gerry?
Pardon me, then. I don't think 1 can quite
make you know what a hold Mrs. Moore has
obtained over my heart and my imagination.
I don't know what 1t is; she seizes you, she ap-
peals to you. She makes you think of her
continually."

As Mrs. Bradford spoke thus, with an in-
creasing warmth, Mrs, Gerry leaned toward her
as if drawn by the intensity of her feeling.

But when the speaker ceased the elder woman,
fnstead of ylelding to that feeling, drew herself
up and away. She brought her pale face into
greater comtrol. She was always fearing that
she would not have herself entirely in hand.

“1 know I think of her continually,’” she said,
“hut then,” with a smile, “I'm her mother, 1
suppose 1 ought not to feel so hurt that you've
found out that Salome jsn’t ome who hasn't
much conscience, But it does hurt me, Ii
keaps hurting me.”

She was not appealing in the least for sym-
pathy. She was stating a fact, and stating it
in a way so that it should be plain. She had
never before talked quite like this to any human
being. She had said a few words to her min-
{ster on that night when Salome was married.
Now she was already beginning to fear that
she had yielded to a weakness. It was surely
a weakness not to Keep troubles to yourself.
Some people were always talking about their
troubles. One became very WeAry of such
people. Perhaps Mrs, Bradford, who seemed 80
kind, was weary of her now.

“Salome has told you of no events in her
life”" she asked suddenly,

“No."

Mrs. Gerry rosc. Bhe was thinking that she
had been weak and foollsh to come to Boston
because of dréams, It must be that she was
really losing something of her gelf-control.

“I'm afrald Salome is detained somewhere,"
she remarked, “and I'm keeping you. You have
been very good."

“You are not keeping me against my will,”
was the reply. “I'm 80 interested, Mre. Gerry.
You are not going? Please sgtay until your
daughter comes.'

Mrs. Gerry stond hesitating. “I don't know
as [ ought,” she responded. “I'm glad I've secn
you, Mrs. Bradford. Its done me good. I'm
trying not to worry."”

The speaker gazed about the room. She
avolded looking at the easel. But at last she
sald deprecatingly that ghe must be getting
childish if she couldn't look calmly at some
ecolors put on Ccanvas.

Having spoken thus she advanced to a place
in front of the portrait and stopd absorbed be-
fore it.

“It hasr't got my grandfather's features, and
it hasn't got his color,’” she sald, “but it has
his very look—his very look. There's no Ware
and no Gerry In iL"

“Was your grandfather a bad man?"’

Mrs. Bradford ventured to put this question.

“He hadn't any principle,” replied Mrs, Gerry.
“He never did anything just because it was
right. He didn't care for right. He only
cared to love and to be loved, and to have the
weather warm and sunny.'

“People loved him?”

“Oh, yes. You had to love him. You couldn’t
reason at all about it; you had to love him."

Mrs, Bradford smiled.

e don't reason much as to love" she sald.

“Noj but It is a good thing when reason ap-
proves of a love,"

Mre. Gerry spoke with more emphasis than
usual, Soon she turned to her companion.

“Sqlome teils me that you know Mrs, Darrah
and Miss Nunally."

This scemed to the woman addressed to be
an irrelevant remark, and she wondered at it

“I have met them,” she answered.  She
thought that her companicn looked at her with
aome wistfulness, but she could not help her
any.

“Have you talked with them murh

“Oh, no,” In great surprise. "I have had no
opportunity.”

“PBut you will have, you certalnly will have.

Here Mrs. Gerry's perplexity was so plainly
evident that Mre, Bradford suddenly took her
hand and held it clesely.

“Does it annoy you that 1 may see those
peaple?’ she asked.

“] ecan't help things. I can't help things,"
sald Mrs. Gerry, “and what 1 can't help 1
ought to leave; I must just leave it all.” She
fixed her eyes on her companjon's face, "“But
1 do wish that when you come to hear Mrs,
Darrah—1 don't know what she will say—but
when you come to hear her—won't you judge as
kindly &s you can? It's so strange, but 1 care
a great deal that you should judge kindly. And
since you have been able to find out some of
my child’s tendencies and to put them In her
portrait, perhaps you will conslder all these
things —"

Mrs. Gerry stopped abruptly.

There was & sound at the door, and Salome
entered,

She came forward quickly, her presence shed-
ding a kind of glow in the studio, She gave
her hamd to Mre. Dradford, then she said that
she hoped her mother had not given her up, but
that she had met Miss Nunally at Chandler's
and Miss Nunally had insisted upon having
help In selecting some kind of a spring wrap.

“As It I could help n woman like her!" con-
eluded Salome with a laugh. “And what does
mother think of the portrait? Why"—her face
changing—"Is there anything wrong?"

“No, no,” Mrs. Bradford hastened to gmay,
“nothing. But your mother and I have had a
Ittle talk, and she owns that she is sorry 1 un-
dertook to paint your portrait.”

“What? Doesn't she think [t's a likeness?"
in surprise, ¥

“The likeness §s too good," sald Mre. Gerry.
“And now if you are y, Salome, we will
go. If your husband waWts the portrait I've
nothing to say, 1 guess ] must be kind of olid-
fashioned, but somehow 1 don't quite approve
of having your real self put like that for any-
body to look &t

Mrs, Gerry shook hands in a formal manner
with Mra. Bradford, and in answer to that
Indy's remark that she would like to call upon

her before she left town, she replied that she
g’n‘dmmndv up her mind to go o?.u home that

] hope 1 haven't sald anything out of the
way,” she added, “and I'm very .1:(1 I've seen
you, Mrs. Bradford. You'll think'it's foollsh,

aer

but 1 feel better some way, Only,” scrupu-
Jously, I don't think it's { good plan to paint
such a portruit as that.”

Then mother and daughter went Into the
utrult and walked along almost in silence to the
hotel,

Mre. Gerry took her few belongings She re-
fusad to allow her daughter to order A cgrringe.
gShe sald there was no need of such expense.
They went in o trolley car to a corner near the
etation. Mra, Gerry was always afrald in a
trolley car, but she had never mentlonad that
fear to any one, She was keenly aware of her
fgnorance concerning all that pertaired to the
motive power of these vehicles, and she was
deeply thankful when she was on the sidewalk

agaln.

But the moment of parting with her daugh-
ter was one of angulsh.to her, She could not
reason herself out of this suffering, try as she
would. It was always so when he left Salome,
She had to undergo that wrenching of the
heart. For years she had tried to school her-
gelf against this, and all her egdeavors had been
frultiess. She often wondered at this, and at
her entlre lack of success. She argued that she
ought to be able t» do what was reasonable,
It was reasonable to feel only a moderate sor-
row at leaving Salome, who was coming (o her
in n few days,

But there was nothing moderate in this long-
}nn to tike the child In her arms and hold her
ast,

“I wish "twas so you saw a good deal of Mrs,
Bradford,” safd Mrs. Gerry, as the two stood
waniting for the gnte to open that the pas-
sengers might take thelr places in the train,

“So do 1" was the answer.

Then Salome put her haund down and found
hﬁ’r :nother’s hand, which was hanging by her
side. i

“Are vou worrying, mcther?’ in a tremulous
volee, "You needn’'t. I'm happy. You've no
{den how good Randolph Is!"

Mrs. Gerry smiled,

“1 know that; I'm not worrying about Ran-
dolph's not being good."”

“It's about me, then? But you needn't. There
gors the gate, I want to see you seated.”

Salome lingered, standing in the alsle by her
mother. She bent over her and assured her
again that there was nothing to worry ahout,

“You ought to be content, since I'm so happy,”
she repeated. “But 1 shall be happler when it
I8 warm weather, and 1 am out in the country
all the time with you"

“Salome,” sald Mra,
much of happiness.”

“Oh, no" was the answer, with assurance;
“I'm right about some things, mother., Let us
think of the lone, hot summer days which are
coming, and that we shall be together. And in
the fall we shall go South. 1 llke to dream
about that."

"Don't stay here any longer,” sald the elder
woman, anxiously; “vou'll get carrled off.”

People were hurrying in. Salome kissed her
mother, 8he left the ecar and stood outside
by the window, looking up at her until the
train started. Mrs. Gerry gazed al the siender
figure with the radiant face until she conld see
it no longer. Then she sat upright, pressed her
lipe eclosely together, and malntalned her posi-
tion until she left the car at her own statlon.

She was walking towasrd the publle carriage
which met thie train to take passengers into
heir‘ neighborhood, when some one close to her
Bald:

“Good evening, Mrs, Gerry, are you going
home 7"

It was Walter Redd,

“Ia that you, Walter?
home."

“Do let me take you, then; my horse and
buggy are right here.”

Mra, Gerry would rather have gone by her-
gelf, but presently she was sitting bezide him in
the buggy.

“1 s'pose you've been Lo see Salome?' he re-
marked, after o few moments of silence.

Redd never voluntarily spoke of Ealome 1o
any one save her mother.

siyes, 1 got worried somehow, and I couldn’t
walt till the time for her to come out.”

Mrs, Gerry wag more ouispoken with Whalter
than with any one whom she saw among her
neighbora,

“I hope she's well," stiflly,

“Oh, yes; and happy, Walter,” THere a 1t
hesftation. “I'm sure we ought to be thankful
that she's o happy.”

o know It. If 1U'11 only last. But If it de-
pends on Moore—"

Redd did not finish his sentence. e had
never forgiven Moore for what he belleved was
his desertion of Salome in Florida.

sWalter, voun judge Moore all
can't explain, but you do.”

“You needn't try to blind me about that fel-
low,” he replied, with a kind of cold savage-
ness. 1 was taken in by him at fivst, hut
vou ean’t pull the wool over my eyes a roeond
time. 1 know what he's done. MMd'nt he
leave Salome? Then didn't he get engaged To
that other girl? Then didn’t he come hack
here and jilt the other girl, and so marey Salome
out of hand? It beats me that you can stanid
up for him."”

“You don't understand,” sald Mre, Gerry,

“No, that's a fact, 1 dont understand.  But
ane thing I'm mighty sure of, and that is that
the time 'l come when she'll see that man as
he really is, He's got something ahout hiin
that makes folks like him, T know ihat very
well.  But T'm not golng to ialk of him any
more to-night, 1 don't know when T've men-
tioned him before.”

When he helped Mrs, Gerry from the ear-
riage in front of the dark lttle house on the
ledge where she still lived, he stond by hie
horae Instead of entering the buggy immedi-
ntely.

“Mre. Cerry,” he sald. Then he stopped. 8he
walted beside him., “Mre. Gerry, 1 want vaou to
think as well of me as you can. I'd rather
you'd think well of me thon ary other woman
1 know, cxcept one, S8ome way I aln't myaelf
any more. 1 don't care for anything, really—I
dtdn't know 1 was so wenk.”

“Do try to overcome thin'

Mrs, Gerry looked at the tall, strong figure
beside her. She repeated her words with an
almast tender emphasis,

“You needn’'t think I'm whining round  to
other penple,” he exclaimed with some floree-
nesg. “And I know you mean well when you
tell me to overcoms ft. Only 1 can’t do It"

“Yos, vou can; but it will take time."

cIen take all my life. Is she coming out here

for the summer?”’

“you think too

Gerry,

Yes, I'm going right

WIOng. 1

“Yes"

“Then I'Il clear out, T won't run the risk of
meeting her. That's more than 1 could en-
dure."

“But your farm, Walter—"

#Oh, I'll let that; I'll do something, Well,
good night."

He put his foot on the step. Then he turned
back.

“Shake hands with me, Mrs. Gerry, I'm
always ever so mych better for sceing you, You
brace me up. Good night”

He wrung the woman's hand.
into the carrlage and drove away.

Mrs, Gerry went into the cmpty house. ghe
fumbled through the kitchen to the shell where
the Jamps stood and lghted one. Then #he sat
down and looked around the solitary room.

“It's mo use trying to find out why things are
g0, she was thinking. “And it isn't neces-
sary for us to know, elther. We enn Just lve
along, one day at a time; and have faith in
Him—have faith in Him.¥

Her face relaxed from Its setnesg as she pe-
peated that phrase, for the phrase meant Some-
thing to her.

She had taken off her gloves and was slowly
smoothing them as they lay on her koee. She
was glad she had come home to-night. She
eould not stay at the hotel with Salome; and
the child wis so happy she did not need her, 1f
ghe had needed her—here the woman's face
melted gl more,

“Splome Is living her life
thinking. “I've lived mine. I'm  getting ol
I'm not for myself uny more. 1'm Jusgt Salome's
maother now. And the child loves me =0 much.
That's the sweetness there is left for me. There
never was o child in the world that made love
80 gweet, never,”

Suddenly Mrs, Gerry put her hands over her
face; there were tears in her eyes,

She had not tiken off her bonnet nor her
cloak., The fire had long since gone oul and
the house was cold,

Presently she began to feel the chill

She rose and quickly put on her everyday
clothes,  She hurrfed and made a fire. In halr
an hour she wae sitting at the lttle round
table where ghe and Salome used to =it Lo-
gether,  She was drinking some tea and eat-
ing a plece of toasied bread  Bhe was think-
Ing that if Salome ever kept house she should
probably lve with her; but she was sure that
she was too old to try to learn to live in
hotels.

Perhaps the tea and the warmth cheered her.
When she rose to wash her plate and cup and
raucer she was looking forward 1o the Hatgr-
day when Balome would be with her for two
days; and she was reproving herself for those
tears.  She dared not think much about the
tears, however, for she might find It limpossibie
to keep more from coming,

In Boston, Salome hid hureied away from the
statlon, golng up the strect with that carijage
:‘lhlvh Is 80 aptly described as “walking upon

r_ll »

1f she had thought of the matter ghe won!
have thought that she really did not need l'g,','_
support of the earth for her feef.  She canld
have flown easlly enough—only It was not the
l:l:lr;nm to fly, . '

e wis somewhat sad, as In her ming .
went with her mother into the .-:.m“”] :::"l
arrived at the cottage where Noe one awalted
her. But this sadness was only sufliclent 1o
bring Into grenter yelief the abounding Joy
in her heart.  And on Saturday she should e
with her mother ugain.  She and Randolph
8he wished that she could persuade her mother

Tie jumped

now,'"" nhie was

o 1rs. With hes all (e thwver, Wit M00s $18
could not—

8he walked on, finding a dell ptful exhilara

o had known

tion in the mere movement.

that she could be very happd b“.lt ';l:ceh‘l:
not, after all, imugined anything

subtle and so sufficient. but he

-York,
to New-ilihe hurried
station in time

Randolph had ne
would be back before dinner.
she could regch the Albany

te meet him The traln was Just

She went on still falllrll'. i entrance, where

coming in. She stood &
{ people that began
ghe could see the """?[':; nui;‘ll She walted

to pour along from "
:-ou;!-rl.\'. but. fstanding perfectly sull, he: mrt:
held closely about her against the keen Iwm
that ruehed through the piace. She did not
notice how nearly every one gave her a glance
of fnteront—a kind of Mght giance, as of pleas-
of her.
ur_;:hl:r;h:;: lﬁl:s‘ she made n step forward,
then restrained herself, for Moore was not
alone. A man with a serlous, inclgive sort of
a face was heside him, and talking with him.
Salume knew immediately that It was Dr. Jen-
nings, the surgeon whom the country physiclan
had summoned when Moore had been injured.
dhe had not seen him since that time, and that
time now seemed years ago to her, there had
boen so much happiness crowded into  the
months aince.

Moore wns not expecting to see his wife at

the statlon, and now, &8 she looked agaln at
the surgeon, she shrank from mecting him. She
had been conseious of a certain hostility, not
in his bearing, but in himself. She had not
liked the way his eyes had probed her, as If
the glance had been one of his keenest instru-
ments. Now she was aware of a distinet dis-
trust, and of a distinet wish that Randolph
should not know that man. But at the same

time she knew that these feolings were gilly,
and she made an effort to stifle them. She
could not quite resolve to turn away and not

meet her husband, sinee he was not alone,
While she was trying to resolve to do o Moore
saw her, his face grew radiant, and he lifted
his hat.

“There's my wife now,” he gald quickly to
his companion, “Come, let me present you.'!

“Where?' asked Dr, Jennings, “Do you mean
that lady who Is smiling at you?"

“Yes; of course. Comel”

“Hut did you marry her?"’ inquired the sur-
geon, In a surprige he did nogtry to conceal, and
with a stress on the final profpun.

Moore turned toward him. " There was a lit-
tle haughtiness in his manner as he sald:

“Certainly; 1 married Miss Gerry.”

“Do pardon me,” the other refoined hastily.
“But [ lost all track of you, though you were
such an intercsting ‘case.’ You see [ wenl abroad
voery soon, and have only returned a week ago,
1t will give me a great deal of pleasure to be
presented to Mrs. Moore,'

The two men approached Salome, who had
remained standing In the same place,

She wgs slightly more pale than ugual when
Dy, Jennings made his bow to her, and there
was something lke resentment in her heart
when she met his gaze which was coldly
questioning.

But his manner was suave enough as he
stond a few moments talking commonplaces,

Wher he had left them neither Salome nor
Moore spoke directly. They walked out Into
the street in the direction of their hotel.  The
gladness In the woman's heart was chilled, and
ghe was trying to reeover the warmth and oy
with which she had started out,

Ag for Moore, he looked down inquiringly ab
the face near him, He was groping after
some solution of this sudden discomfort, e
was consclous algo of a susplelon of impatience.
He was %0 happy to be back again that he
eotld not bear to come into any cloud.

It was he who spoke first,

“Ogdd, wasa't it,” he sald, “that I
happen to run upon that fellow?”

“Yes," was the reply, “but I don't know how
you could know him.”

“Oh, =8 to that, I didn't know him. HHow
should 17 It was at Springfleld that he came
inte my car. He had a chalr just across the
alsle from me, 1 didn’'t notice him at first
1 thought he was reading, and I was reading
too, All at onee | beeame consclousg that some-
body wins staring at me. 1 had a sont of un-
onsy fecling a8 one will have when some one
s fixedly gazing at one. Why, Salowe, am 1
paining you in anv way?’

“No, no; go on, But Dr. Jennings doesn't
strike me as a man with a human heart; he
is just o piece of mechamsm, with the unerring
skill of mechanism, 1 suppose.”

“Well, T don't know about hig heart; he has
mind enough, any way., His mind is as sharp
as n knife” aail Moore. 1 wondered why he
found me =o interesting. T tried to keep on
reading, but 1 conldn’t do it St 1 did manage
to eontinue to appear to keep on, After a fow
moments 1 heard him say, 'l heg your pardon.,
Hut were vou Injured on the head some months
azo, In the country? At that T was interested
enongh you may belleve, Salome' —suddenly
stopping in his narraiive and looking down
tenderly ot the woman on his arm—"you must
not have any more feeling as regards that
time. Really 1 forbid it; T won't stand it.  You
are my wife now. Won't that content you?
It ought, Let the past get fteellf buried any
way It ean. You are mine now. If you were
not. 1 shonid be the most miserable ereature in
the world,”

“You really think so?”
tremulous smile,

1 know it. And what Iz more, you ean't help
knowing that 1 knaw ft, Don’t yvon think you
are 4 very exacting person, Mrs. Moore?"”

“yes: I'm sure of It. And I'm not going to
keep thia up.  But, Randolph, T do want to pe
a blessing to you—you just thought I was a
blessing to you, didn't youl" lovking up at
him,

“I think 1 intimated @s much.”

“Vory well. Now go on with vour lttle story,
What did that horrible doctor say to you?"'

oparhaps he ls horrible; T'1 own that thers
spems something a trifle uneanny about him, I
acknowledged to him that T did get a hard
blow. Yes, he sald, he knew me direetly, and
he was Interested to ask how I came ont, and
all that, 1 told him I came out all right; and
would he kindly tell me who he was? He sald
his name was Jennings, Then 1 knew that he

should

with a somewhat

must be the man who dealt with my skull that

time, 1 tried to express my gratitude to him,
but he said there was no occasion, that it was
all in the way of business; and he had heen
grontly Interested In my casge,  He called §ioa
very striklng Instance of —well, T'll think of the
word in a minute. 1’8 a word 1 never heard
before, and [ wouldn't eare to remember it only
it was applied to my own skull, you see, so that
makes it seem Impartant.”

Moore laughed in such a happy and Infec-
tious way that Salome jolned him.  His healthy,
wholeseme nature, higs warmth of temperament,
his love for her seemed pow to Halome more
dear than ever., She could hear him relate the
remainder of his interview with that surgeon
without any of that uncomfortable emotion
which she had just experienced.  Beosides, per-
haps it was hest for her to be able to hear that
time mentloned, and to speale of it

“What else did he say? she asked,

“Not much, ¥e asked me if T was married.”

“1I'm suse he thought you married Miss Nu-
nally,” said Salome,

“What makes you
Moeare quickly.

1 don't know, exactly,
surprised when he saw me,
goe SoTe one flue’

“0Oh, hoew sharp
Mo re.

think that?" inquired

Only he was greatly
He had expected tn

women  are!” exclaimed

{To be continued,)

FAUNA THREATENED WITH EXTINCTION,
From The Melbourne Argus.

IU'nless strict measures are taken In the el
Ate future the native faung of Vietoria \'.'ilrl‘:“-c-nlnln
become  extinet. The relternted complaint o the
Customs Depnrtment Is that of “wanton destrue-
tlon.”  Such unlgae epecimens as the ypus and
the lyre bird are already ey rare, aml, if the
present state of things contioues, their total disoap
pearance will be n matter of but a few yeurs, The
pollce have frequently reported the fact of Iyre
birds having becn shot In the ranges, and also the
sale of the talls, but, through inabllity to proy
the actual tiling of the birds, they have not su

! hnving offenders punished, The

ceedell In 14
Acclimatization Soclety hag now nddresse d n-
Ister of Trade and Customs on Iu!:' n.:tl-lf«h-: “I‘In'l
points out that In one shop alone In Melhourne
twenty lyre bivdd' talls have been displaved for
gale nt one time, and that as the hens lay as o rule
witly one cgg ench in the season, the presentc rate
of destruetlon must soon extinguish the specles
It s further mentloned that the bird has an bne
veterate cnemy In the fox, amd thAt sixteen talls
wers recent!y found near & foxes’ lnlr n the ranges
Praotection shonld certainly he afforded to the lyre
Lird and the platypus, and even the kangaroo unless
he la also to become extinot. :

el

CURIOUS ROCKS IN MASHONALAND,
From The London Dally News,

A characteristic feature of  Manhonalane "
kople, s frequently mentioned in the um:‘.?_'ﬂ,.}lﬂn
voporting  the CNgugements  with tne  Matatwie
Some  desoriptions of these curlous elevations 5
glven in o letier to Professor (deiile, from Ar
50 Don, formorly one of hin puplls. A antfors
granite formation I8, he says, by far the moat
prominent geological pecultarity of Mashonnland
and, indeed, of most of the Interlor of South Af-
rien.  Somethmes I rlees into mountatos, but viu-
ally the general level s only braken by low boplen
und In those parts where the bed-rock nnid ::ur{_‘.-.'
are fattest the Koples present the most singalir
appearance. The whole Country sesme dotted with
huge curbstones, amd in whichever direction you
look they gradually elose In vne view, ns the trunks
of trees would In 8 forest. Some of these curb-
stones are @00 feet or more high, sheer all round,
and Irlml’rhllr of smaller digmeter than hebgnt
Sometimes the orbtnal mass has boen so broken
up us to form the most murvellous steeple-iike
KEFUCLUTes srrlrmlu: out of the rich follage it
grows In ull the erevices, Nutive huty are built
on these kopjes in the most lnuccessible positions,
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PPy ne' at the Workd's Fair,

THE CHRONICLE OF ARTS.

EXHIBITIONS AND OTHER TOPICS.
——

ENGLISH ANIMAL PAINTING=MR. NETTLESHIP'S
PASTELS OF WILE BEASTS AND BIRDS—-BOME
WATHR COLORBS—MI, BURNEJONES AND
WIS LOST PICTURE=A MEMORIAL

FOUNTAIN N LONDON.

<hibitlon at the Aeademy of Deslgn
comes {0 an end in less than a fortnight. It la not
alone the priflelpal show now open, but In some re-
spects ls unlikely to be equalled by any other
duping the entire winter. The beauty and rarity
of the antique terra-coltas, poreelaing and bronges
eatnot be too frequently commended to the publie
and our first and Iast word In this preliminary end
not overerowded portion of the season Ia a reftera-
tlon of the opinlon that no one ghonld miss seeing
the eollestion, Next Thursday an exhibition of ple-
tures may he expected to open at the Union League
Cluly, the first In a monthly series which Is sure to
be delightful If It i« anyihing like those held in
the past by the club. The first monthly meeting of
the Groller Club has been held, It brought forth,
not pletures, but hindings, which will be accessible
to the publle between 10 a. n. and 5:30 p, m, every
duy uwntll the itth, Visitors presenting cards of
members will be admitted. It Is announced by the
Now-York Water Colop Club that works for the
fourth annual exhibition must be dellvered at the
Fifty-elghth-st. entrance of the Ameriean Fine Arts
Society's Building on Saturday and Monday, No-
verbor 11 and 13, The exhibition will open No-
vembier 2 and close December 8. The Sherborn and
Zorn exhibitlon at the Keppel gallery will open 1o
marrow.

It i= eurlous to wateh the dey
ralism among English painters, They are not, as
a sclisol, In svmpathy with the movement to whien
thelr own Constable contributed such immense
impetus, They tudy nature industrioualy and give
i their landscapes particularly a verslon of her
that s often veracions, but it 18 rarely that they
trangfer ker energy, ns I wers, to canvag, Nature
sometimes breathes in thelr pletures; she s galdom
dramatic or impetuous there, This fact I8 noticed
eaneclally In their studies of animalx, Landseer,
whose tulents were hardiy more than respectable,
was totally without nervous force in his art, and
ham yet heen a tradition In England for years.
His succegsor In public estimation to-day Is Briton
Riviere, who has a trifle more wtality, but Is
still eold, still o kind of sublimated medloerity.
Only two contemporary Knglishmen have drawn
animals well, J. M. Swan and I T. Nettleship.
The former has been known here for geveral years
in varlous oll paintings and water colors of llons
and tigers, He |8 a briillant artlst perhaps the
finest of animal painters since Barye. Of Mr,
Nettleship's callbre Amerleans are for the first
time given an opportunity to judge by an exhibition
of postels at the Wunderlich gallery. They are
presented as having been studled from the life, and
the hest testimony to thelr merit s that they
convey an Impression as of such an orlgin in-
stantly. Mr. Netieship is unaven, In No, 12, “Herd
of Waplti Deer,” and Ne. 35, “Caribou Stag," his
contours are inflexible, the touch s hard. There s
a pozslbility, however, that the defects in these
drawings may have sprung from comparative un-
famillarity with the antlersd tribe or a lukewarm
admiratlon for it. In his studles of black bears,
for example, he I8 astonishingly faithtul and clever.
In all of these he I8 strong as to texture and tone,
and in one, No. 6, “Grizzly Hear Travelllng, he
sas eaught the accent of powerful, oncoming move-
ment, and caught it supremely well. Look at the
foreshortening of the unwieldy bear in No. 1, and
at the furry quality which ke obtains in all his
studles of ursine models. They s=how the closest
study and a genulne faculty for expresston. With
the anatomy and characteristies of the great cats
of the forest Mr, Nettleship shows equal famill-
arity, equal power in bandling them, but a shade
charm, There g In his pletures of lons,
s, Jaguars and panthers just as much sclence,
perhaps just as much feeling, as in his hear pict-
ures, but they are not so spoptaneous nor o
finished as the latter, ‘This, though, It will be
peroeived, is a eriticism having to do with relative
degrees of merit. Lithensss, elasticlty, reserve
power and the strange quivering motlon of the
feline race are expresssd with abundant skill in
pletures of lons guch as Nos, 7, 17T and 2l and
in studies of tigers like No. 2, one of the best
color arrangements Mr, Nettleship has produced.
Thin artist s not an original eolorist, but he has
taste, is stnple and even rich in some of his
pietures (In the tiger study just mentioned, for
instanes, and, what is perhaps of most Import-
anee, handles his difficult medium with mastery.
Pastel I8 difficult to manage, difficult, that 18, to
ot really solld effects with, and the deep muslcal
vibratlons which are most to be desired. Used
soraetimes with great fueility and brio, it appears
a medium for evanesoent, atmospheric notes pre-
eminently, and so it Is, but it Is algo capable of
yielding quality akin to that of an oil palnting it
the artist Is capable, Mr, Nettleship is such an
artist, He has delicasy when necessary (see Nos.
10, 4 and 2, pleturesque bird sketehes), but he
more often works with vigor and breadth. He is
a draughtsman whom it is pleasant to know.
The carnivorae have movements and color, outlines
and modulationg of form, which are only a little
loss Interesting than those of the human body.
Hardly any one éver paulnis them ably, and Mr,
Nettleship {¢ one of the few who have “arrived.”

The Loan 1

slopment of natu-

Al the Knoedler tallery there are fifteen or
teenty water colors of Nuremberg and Rouen by
Mr. James Kingella, He has treated with tolerable
adequacy a number of grehitoctural and street sub-
Jeets whose pleiuresquencss s attracted him and
wiil atteact others In his sketches, He has a frank,
flient manner, color that might be purer, but s
at least bright and plaustble, and, while his draw-
Ing lacks crispness In detalls, like those of Gothie
iy, there 13 gome shap In the genernl effect of
his worlk. There 8 n very fine cxample of the
beutty to be extracted from water color exhiblted
in this gallery, a pleture of o stulrease at the Villa
@ Bste by Martin Rico. The oppoltunity was a
rare one, the great vilis at Tivoll being one of the
very lovellest In all Italy, and Rico rose to it wor-
thily, At his best Itlco is a really great master
of water-color piinting, He has exquisite lightness
comblned  with exquisite surencsa of touch, hisz
color sense {a refined, and in sentiment he Is an
Ttalian of the Itallans, though he was born in
Madrid. Al the best qualities of his art are typl-
fled 19 the waier color ut Knoedler's, Facing (t,
as though to show how Infellcltous he can be when
1e leaves hig gecustomed ground, ls a sketch he
marde at Nuremberg, It Is well done, of eourss,
but the happy touch of the Tivoll pleture Is in this
not to be discovered.

The pleture by Mr. Durne-Jones, “Love Among
the [utns” of which the destructlon was an-
nouneed by eable g few weeks since, I8 not, after
all, to evanish uiterly, It will leave an echo of Its
frafl and hectic benuty in the shape of & repliea.
1t wil! be reealled that this work of art was
rulned through the stuphiity of a photographer, In
whoss hands It had been placed for reproduction,
tio supposed it an ol pleture—{t was executed in
witer color—and 1 the course of his preparations
smeared It over with white of egg. The coating
spolled the pleture irresdeem: PBut Mr., Barne-
Jones has still da his posgess the notes and
studles made for the work and has also a good
momory, He has alrendy started upon o replica.
Concerning it however, he wrote 1o a frlend not
“I might, Indecd, In repeating the de-
wome dexterity which was not in the
flrnt pleture, but 1 =hould certainly lose the sim-
piteity  which scemed to please people DBy far
the most Intervating eplsode In current art activity
in London lately has Leen the unvelling of n me-
morial fountaln In bronze (o Lopd Shaft*sbury, in
Plecadiily Clrens, It U8 the work of M, Mfred Gil-
bert, nn Engllsh sculptor, whose beautiful work
it to be better Known than It bs In this
comprehends an  octugonal
y anotner of emaller dimen-
form, which s ltself berne by a
wrought base, decoratod with marine no-
i set well within the besle stage of the
The whole terminates in w heavy finlal,
h o winged genlus la polued, English erit-
0 the upper stage of the fountain neavy for
the lower, the Hetle wall bullt around the steps
which 1cad ap to It {s objected to by the sealptor,
who wos | .
and there are
is out of place In irews
ul_--cl that it would look infinitely dney in a park.
Bt s to the artistie vadue of the wark there (s

long ago!

aan,

ny
Plecadiily

only one opinion. 1t da lauded a8 o remarkabile
plees of senlpture, and Judelug from the Mustra-
tlons elven in the perlodicals the  universal ap-

not to be Maputed, The fountain s a
Wt pacoco, but it 18 ardeinal ond beautitul,

We have rocelved rrom the . Hanfstaengl Pab-
lshing Compdny u large photograph of o ]-mtrthu.' vy

warenty not consulted n regard to the |
who think the mouu- |
It s |
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Call attention to an exceptionally
attractive assortment of

JAPANESE AND CHINESE

Bed Spreads

at very reasonable prices.

Habutal Silk—6x9 ft,

Gold Embroidered, White, Cre
Yellow, Pink, Old Rose, Lt. Blue, O

Blue, Sage Green,
$18.%.

(ki Sik—b6x9 .

Shaded Silk Embroidery lined with
silk and trimmed with heavy cord and
tassel, White, Yellow, Pink, Lt. Blue,

530.00 each.
Habutai Silk—5x9 ft.

15-inch border of silk embroidery and
drawn work, centre covered with finely
shaded silk embroidery, Yellow, Old
Rose, Lt. Blue, White, Sage,

545.00 each,
Habutai Silk—56x9 ft,

15-inch border of gold embroidery and
drawn work, centre covered with hand.
some gold designs. White, Lt. Blue, Old

Rose, Sage,
$65.00.
Shikii Silk—6x3 ft,

Lined and inter-lined, heavily em.
broidered in washable metal thread,
White, Lt. Blue, Lt. Yellow,

580.00 each.
Satin Brocade—6x9 ft.

Lined and inter-lined. Heavy cord
and tassel trimming, embroidered with
blended colors of metal thread. White,

Lt. Blue, Pink,
$125.90 cach.
Chinese Satin—=61x9 ft,

Rich and heavy silk fringe completely
covered with the very finest quality of
gold embroidery.  White, Lt Blue,

Rose Pink,
$250.%0 each,

THE IDEAL HUSBAND TO HIS WIFE

(Copyright, 1533, by Sam Walter Foss.)

We've lived for forty vears, dear wife,
And walked together side by side,
And vou to-day are just as dear
A8 when you were my bride,
I've tried to make life glad for you,
One long sweet honeymoon of joy,
A dream of marital content
Without the least alloy.
I've smoothed all bowlders from our path,
That we in peace might toil along,
By always hastenlng to admit
That 1 was right and you were wrong.

No mad diversity of ereed

Has ever sundercd me from thee
For I permit you evermore

To bhorrow your ldeas of me,
And thus it l#, through weal or woe

Our love for evermore endures,
For 1 permit that you should take

My views and creeds and make tnem yours,
And thus I let you have my way,

And thus in peace we toil along,
For I am willing to admit

That I am right and you are wrong.

And when our matrimonial skiff

Strikes snags In love's meandering stream
1 Hft our shallop from the rocks

And float as in a placid dream,
And well 1 know our marriage® bllss

While life shall last will never cease,
For 1 shall always let thee do,

In generous love, just what I please.
Peace comes and discord {lles away,

Laove's bright day follows hatred's nigfe
For 1 am ready to admit

That you are wrong and I am right

Dear wife, when discord reared its head

And love's sweet light forgot to shine,
"Pwas then 1 freely would permit

That thy will should’st conform to mine.
In all things, whether great or small,

In all life's path we've wandered through,
I've graclously let you perform
. Just what I wanted you to do.
No altercation could destroy

The love that held us sure and strong,
For evermore would 1 admit

That I was right and you wére wrong.

Sweet wedded love! O life of bliss!
Our vears In peace have flown
For vou admit that I was right,
And | admit that you were Wrong.
No dogge! stubbornness of soul
Has ever wrenched my heart from thine,
For thy will ever was my own—
Because thy will was always mine.
S0 swoet forglveness crowns our years
And sheds on ug lts tender light;
For I admit that you are wror.T.
And you admit that I am right,

BAM WALTER FO3S&,
— s
ROBINSON CRUSOE'S ISLAND,

From The Melbourne Argus,

It is not generally %nown that Juan Fernandes
—the 1€land on which Alexander Sclkirk, the Robe
Ingon Crusoe of romanee, lived for so muny years—
% ut the present thne Inhablted, Two valleys,
winding down from different directions, join a short
Adlatanee hack from the shore, and here now stands
a ttle village of small huts seattered round a lons,
low, one-storled bullding, with a veranda running
fts whole lengtl, In this house lives the man who
rents the fsland from  the Chillun Governmen
and the villaee 18 made up of a few German an
Chillan femilies,

The tiny town Is called San Juan Bautista, and
the crater-llke arm of the sea on which it is sit-
unted, and where Alexander Selkirk first landed,
now cnlled Cumberland Bay., The Island Is rent
for about £20 a vear. The rent s pal partly In
dried fish, Catching and drying the many varieties
of fih, and ralzing cattle and vegetables, wholly
cecupy the contented settlers, and much of thele
little ncome is obtained frem the cattle and vege-
tibles sold to passing vessgls, The cnttle need ne
care, and the vesetubles almost grow whd, Tur-
nips and radlshes, first shown here by Selkirk him=
gelf, now krow rank and wild in the valleys lke
weeds, There 18 also a race of wild dogs, which
completely overrun the sland, df;‘c‘l‘ld!ﬂg or exist-
enee mainly upon seals. They are the descendants
of u breed of does left by the Hpanlards,

At the ok of the Mitle town, in the first high
olfY. I8 a Mw of caves of remarkable appéarance
hewn into the sandstone, An unused path leads

to them, and a shart elimb brings one to thelr dark
mouths, About (orty vears ago the Chilian Governs
ment thought that i good way to be ril of s w

| eriminals would be to transport them to the |

of Juan Fernandez. Here, under the direction o

" Ohillan soldlers, these poer wivtches were made (0

the Russian Selmibrpdeky, an vpright eomposition of |

vhammle Npures sentimentalizing aal falia
ol cliaselc architecture and lundrenpe.

vhatiulng  pleture,  Slomirad
orrtnln parlshpess and o
s, as wny one could soc from the snormous
but he deaws and

iy n Acene

fa atilleted with a

pemnpodes wWell, is excesdingly groceful [n styie and

feallng, and In such w reproductlon as this fine pho-
tograph 1o decoratiye in the best sense of the wlonl.

L mukes a !

ness of color in his |

disz caven to lve in. In 184 they were taken back
again, however, and the cuves have aince been slow-
wﬁmmh"“ " e Ikirk watched is now
e narrow rdege where Belkirk wa

calld “The Saddle.” because at either end of It
a hiz rocky hummock rises like o pommel. On one
of theae |3 now a lorge tiblet with inse tlons
somimemornting Alexander Selkirk'a long and lone
ly stay on the lwland, It waa placed thore in 183
by the offlecrs of the Hritlsh ship ‘!‘-r{:ux A smnll
exeurdon stenmer now runs from alparaiso to
Junn Fernandez Island, The round trip s made in
Wix dnys. and three of these rny be spent an the
tstand In fAshing and visiting those lonely but beaus
1! spots which, nearly X0 years ago, were
haunts of Robinsen Crusce
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